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The following pieces have been published at the 
earnest and repeated request of many of the Author's 
friends, who, having read them as they were produced, 
wish to see them in a more permanent form. They 
are the fruits of the leisure hours of one who from 
boyhood has had to toil " from early mom till dewy 
eve " to secure the bread that perisheth, and is to a 
very great extent destitute of that educational culture 
which the reading world may consider as essentially 
requisite to constitute an author. 

• That a critical reader may detect in them many 
defects he is quite aware. He submits them as the 
earnest utterances of a heart stirred by noble truths 
and animated by aspirations after a higher and 
diviner life. 

As in the moral and spiritual worlds, so in the 
world of poesy, there are " many kinds of voices and 



vi. PREFACE. 

not one of them is without signification," so the 
author trusts his, weak and feeble though it be, may 
contribute one note to the general song. 

Kthis humble work shall under God be the means 
of implanting some precious truths in one soul ; ,if it 
arouses one spirit to the consecration of itself to 
earnest self-denying work for God and humanity, the 
labour of its author will be more than rewarded. 

Leicester, Ifovemher, 1869. 
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ACCEPT this lowly song I now attune 

To thee, beloved Queen of England's realms. 

Not of thy queenly reign alone I sing, 

Or venture " Lowly Offerings " to leave 

Before the shrine of earthly royalty, 

To court the favour or command the smiles 

From those on thrones and in high power placed. 

At best the passing splendour of an hour ; 

I fain would syllable a worthier theme. 

Would catch the spirit of a nobler song. 

That thrills my soul with holy thoughts of thee. 

Of fond remembrance of thy generous deeds. 

And solicitude for the nation's weal. 

History proclaims. 
Through the long line of Queens, thou art the best 



2 TO OUR BELOVED QUEEN. 

That ever sat on earthly throne, or ruled 

Over a people great in power and love 

Of liberty and truth. Thy reign hath been 

The best and purest of all earthly reigns. 

Art, commerce, and intelligence have blessed 

Our nation since thy wise and noble rule. 

And English hearts and kindred souls afar 

Are linked in closer bonds of brotherhood 

Than when thy sceptre first o'er Britain swayed, 

Or when in stately grandeur thou wast crowned 

As England's Queen. And soon one manly form 

Beside.thee stood, to share thine honoured state 

Of royalty. His generous soul loved peace, 

And all the blessings which true science brought, 

Or human skill and honest toil could yield. 

He sought to elevate his race, and leave 

" Behind him foot-prints on the sands of time." 

But, oh ! how soon on earth his work was done ! 

Scarce had he reached full manhood's prime, when, lo ! 

Sad tidings came, — o'er darkening the wide world — 

Of his departure from life's busy scenes. 

'Twas he, thine own beloved, " Albert the Good." 

Then life to thee was dreary, and all else 



TO OUR BELOVED QUEEN. 3 

Seemed dark, as though presaging deeper gloom. 

To scenes of royalty thy heart was dead, 

And heeded not their charm and lovely grace. 

To the intruding gaze of courtly life 

Thou bad'st adieu, with an o'er-burdened soul. 

Till the full tide of grief had borne along 

Its own deep sorrowings from thy stricken heart. 

A golden link was severed ; a chain that held 

Eond hearts in love ; a note of music dumb ; 

A gleam of sunshine from thine home had fled ; 

A star, no longer shining through the night, 

"With hopeful ray, to brighten home and thee. 

But stay, he lives ! His "works do follow" him, 

And thou thyself his noble spirit breath* st 

To consecrate thy gifts and aU. to Him 

For holiest ends. To gladden the abode 

Of lowly toilers with thy benison, 

Or minister unto their varied needs ; 

To care for widows and the fatherless, 

Whose homes are desolate through murderous war ; 

To mingle with the dying and the ill, 

And soothe their lingering pains with hope and faith ; 

The Bible of our land — ^its progress aid, — 
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Dear unto hearts o'er-laden with life's woes, 

'Tis thy blest privilege, delight, and joy. 

Still be it thine its message to convey 

'Mid sumptuous palaces and meaner fare 

Of lowly cot, that it may wisely rule 

The peasant and the lord in thy domains. 

Thou art beloved by many lands, and known 

Throughout thy territories as a Queen 

Of wise and gentle reign. Long may'st thou live. 

To reign in righteousness o'er these vast realms, 

And leave to thine own offspring, and to all. 

The glory and the virtue of a name 

Of blessed worth and fondest memory. 

In peaca thy reign began, as peaceful may it end. 



S in^mtxA, 



'TIS pleasant for awhile to leave earth's cares. 

And meditate ; to linger over scenes 

All vocal with fair Nature's song, and breathe 

Their inspiration. O 'tis beautiful. 

When robed in Muse's meditative garb, 
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To view the flowery mead and sylvan shadey, 
Or wander silently 'mong forest trees, 
Where streams do flow with music eloquent. 
'Tis then my soul in rapture loves to hear 
The thousand melodies that fill the air, 
From tiny warblers, chanting forth their song 
Of universal praise. 

And other sounds. 
By minds imbued with yearnings after God, 
"Whose voice, in holy whisperings, doth speak 
In every passing breeze, may oft be heard. 
Not only may we hear sweet harmonies 
Amidst the music of the universe. 
To gladden one's stem life, and elevate 
The soul above its sordid earthliness ; 
But there are strains that breathe through all our toil 
Sweet solace, and a holy calm impart 
In lowliest aims for highest good to man. 
Thrice happy they who hear the Spirit's voice, 
Amid the daily whirl and din of strife. 
Who seek His aid in sunshine and in gloom, 
And finally the victory obtain 
Over the world and self. 
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SEAECH for the Truth, ye sons of earth ; 

It shines above, around, below, 
"With wondrous light and untold worth, 

E'en while the years have ceaseless flow. 

Search for the Truth, ye careless ones, 

Unmindful of your destiny ; 
Eor Nature, God, and Christ, sweet tones 

Of love are whispering unto ye. 

Search for the Truth, ye young and old, 
Ere life's quick pulses beat no more ; 

'Tis written as on leaves of gold. 
To guide you to the better shore. 

Search for the Truth ; it lingereth long 
Around each wandering, unblest heart, 

To fill it with diviner song 

Than earthly sirens can impart. 



SEARCH FOR THE TRUTH. 

Searcli for the Truth, 'tis eveiywhere 
All vocal with the praise of God, 

In heaven and earth, in sea and air, 
Where human foot hath never trod. 

Search for the Truth ; it maketh free 
The soul immortal and sublime. 

And stamps its noblest destiny 

Beyond the bounds of thought and time. 

Search for the Truth ; 'tis God's own word, 
In Christ revealed, made manifest. 

As our Eedeemer, Saviour, Lord, 
In whom alone the soul finds rest. 

Search for the Truth then, one and all ; 

It moulds our life to grace divine, 
TJnchaius the soul from human thrall, 

And leads where light will ever shine. 
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Written dmring tli^ Ainerican Wcur of 1863. 



TE men of thought and action, send o'er the earth 
and sea, 

Life's centre of attraction, the Star of Liberty. 

Let zephyr breezes waft her across the swelling tide, 

To eleyate the people, and nations — ^far and wide. 

Her mighty power and influence, ere long shall sweep 
away 

The iron rule of despots, and foreign priestly sway ; 

Shall the fettered slave unchain, recal the exile home, 

Give freedom to all people 'neath heaven's high arch- 
ing dome. 

Oh ! English hearts are yearning for distant sons of 
toil 

To breath the air of freedom, to tread a freer soil ; 

Are throbbing with an impulse majestic, grand, and 
free, 

Inspii»ed by truth immortal, the Star of Liberty. 
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For tier illumined beacon over the sands of time 

Hatli thrown eternal glories, resplendent and sublime, 

"[Infolding worlds of grandeur to minds whose hal- 
lowed thought 

Has shown the march of progress and solemn lessons 
taught. 

She speaks to true-bom Britons in words of living fire, 

To scatter light and knowledge, to noblest deeds in- 
spire; 

That principles ennobling may Christianize the world, 

And higher, holier standards, for ever be unfurled. 

May yon shores of Columbia, and Poland's troubled 
land. 

Be from strife and war delivered, and slavery's cursed 
brand; 

That human souls may glory in their true dignity, 

And own the source of freedom, the Star of Liberty. 

Hope on then, foreign heroes, that Star shall grandly 

dawn. 
And scatter round her blessings in th' future's sunny 

mom. 

To wars and ruling despots noplace shall then be given, 

The olive branch of peace shall wave, " fann'd by the 
breath of heaven." 
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YE sinners, oh, list to that whispering voice, 

Urging you while there's hope to repent ; 
Ere your life's ebbing tide shall no longer flow, 

Ere the years of its beauty are spent. 
'Tis the Voice from the Cross, it whispers to-day 

Of a Saviour's salvation and might ; 
To save the rebellious and fallen among men ; 

To its music then listen to-night. 

Ye sinners, oh, list ! for it lingereth long 

Near your cold and impenitent heart, 
Its Hardness to break, and to heal it with love, 

His own life evermore to impart. 
'Tis the Voice jft'om the Cross, it whispers to-day 

Holy joy in our sorrow and blight ; 

Breathes the strains of sweet prayer and peace in our 
homes ; 

To its music then listen to-night. 



TRIBUTE OF ESTEEM. 11 

Te sinners, oh, list ! for it coineth to you 

In your labour, from youth to old age ; 
It never will leave you in gladness or woe, 

Nor when conflicts around you shall rage. 
'Tis the Voice from the Cross, it whispers to-day 

Of a rest in His kingdom of light ; 
Oh ! hear it, lest again it whispereth not ; 

To its music then listen to-night. 



%nMt of Mtm. 

On the Death of his mvLch beloved Mother, wlio departed this 

life Fehrita/nj 6th, 1862. 



AND she is gone ! the Mother loved, revered ; 
Her memory sacred be in every heart 
That knew her worth and gentle womanhood. 
At last the fondest link of human life. 
Maternal love, is severed. Tor awhile 
That gentle voice in sombre silence rests, 
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'Twas in life's even-tide she breathed her last, 

And her frail tenement in peace was laid 

Where all are equal, in the silent tomb. 

Her sphere, once lowly, was of blessed worth ; 

A pattern ever bright, and worthy too 

Her offspring's imitation. Even so 

On earth she lived. All honour to her name. 

To thee 
My muse, though unpretending, fain would breathe 
Sweet solace, and kind sympathies impart. 
Bereft of one whose smiles endearing, threw 
A lustre o'er thy soul, bespeaking love — 
A parent's fondness for her son ; 'tis well 
In times of grief its sadness to assuage. 
She "being dead yet speaketh" unto thee. 
Her spirit voice, in holiest whisperings, 
Calm as zephyr breezes, soft as music, 
In the solemn hour of midnight breathing, 
Tells of truest deeds, worthy a mother's love. 
In her lowly state she bravely aimed through life. 
With kindred dear, to gather, in the years 
As yet to come, sweet emblems of its toil. 
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Age yenerable, to her gaze revealed 

Those arduous labours bountifii]ly blest. 

Her life was one continued benison. 

The bright reflex of which shall shine throughout 

Her generation. She ere passing saw, 

With joy inspiring, o'er thy brow enwreathed 

Integrity and manhood's sterling worth. 

She saw thee living in the people's hearts, 

The true and honoured representative 

Of freedom, justice, and of moral good. 

To all thou hast been faithfiil — ever true. 

And now, when sorrow and bereavement fall 

Upon thy years, made blest by generous deeds 

To rich and poor, to ignorant and learned, 

With lowly modesty and graceful mien, 

Thou leav'st the arena of a statesman's life. 

We fain would hope thy presence will remain 

In ranks political, anon to aid 

That dawning and progressive age. 

When truth, and reason, and intelligence, 

Shall sway the minds of the great multitude. 



f^artittjg gillies, 
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AND I must leave the well remembered spot, 
Where oft in boyhood's days 'twas my blest lot 
To roam 'mid nature's scenes and cull sweet flowers, 
As gaily passed the golden summer hours. 

And friends I love so well must severed be, 
And social gatherings 'twas my joy to see ; 
AU these, and nameless pleasures, 'tis my lot 
Awhile to leave, though ne'er to be forgot. 

And venerated scenes, vocal with truth. 

And temples, where blest thefaies,*in latest youth, 

I first essayed to speak with lowly fear, 

Must all be left, with sacred reverence dear. 

But I shall meet with kindred souls, whose love 
Hath close affinity to One above, — 
With sympathetic hearts and minds, imbued 
With holy yearnings for the great and good. 
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And I shall gather with the lowly throng, 
"Who love to worship Him in holy song ; 
And listen to the music of His name, 
From lips that faithfully His love proclaim. 

And I shall mingle with the youthful ones, — 
With rich and poor, with sisters, brothers, sons,— 
In sabbath school ; — ^with saints, in lowly cot. 
And tell of Him, the sharer of our lot. 

Then, farewell, scenes of contemplative thought, 
And friends whose hallowed friendship I have sought, 
EareweU, my sisters, brothers, all, farewell ; 
We'll meet where is unheard the parting knell. 



%Tixt ixmhy^* 



TBUE Friendship ever must be mutual ; 
The ties that bind it are of noblest worth, 
E'er linking man to man, all the world o'er. 
In one blest brotherhood, 
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WHY is my heart so sad ? 

Por He is ever near, 
To soothe and comfort me 

When falls the gushing tear. 
'Tis self-consuming care, 

Perplexing doubts and fears, 
And oft besetting sins, 

That grow with lengthening years. 

Why is my heart so sad ? 

Though compassed with His love, 
And promises that tell 

Of holy rest above. 
Tis those that round me dwell, 

Devoid of Gospel grace. 
Whose feet are slow to run 

The Christian's heavenly race. 
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Why is my heart so sad ? 

His Name is borne aloug 
Like music that shall swell 

lu never-ending song. 
'Tis from the solemn thought, 

That preach as best we may, 
So few are bom of ffim, 

The Life, the Truth, the Way. 

These make my heart so sad. 

And fill it fuU of grief, 
But daily at His Cross 

My soul finds sure relief. 
Oh, Thou that hearest prayer, 

Vouchsafe on every hand 
A blessing on Thy word, 

Throughout my native land. 
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" Let no nian beguile you of your rewa/rd** — Ool. ii. 18. 



OH ! the path of the Christian 

Is oft shrouded with gloom, 
Oft encompassed with conflicts 

Ere his days are in bloom, 
And his years are oft chequered 

By much sorrow and strife, 
And affliction most painful 

In the journey of life. 
But a voice ever whispereth 

All the wilderness through ; 
From the hope of the Gospel, 

"Let no man beguile you." 

Here and there a light streameth 
0*er the darkened pathway, 

Tor the doubting and wayward, 
For the lonely and gay ; 
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So to dear the horizon 

In dieir spiritiud sky : 
That the sooi mxv be ^ded. 

And &ith bfied on high. 
For a voice ever whispereth 

An the wildeme«8 through : 
From the hope of the Gk>epel, 

^ Let no man begnile jou." 

Then in shade and in sunshine 

Be thou near to the Cross ; 
It alone can protect thee 

In life's profit or loss, 
And when evil beguiles thee 

All around and within. 
Thou shalt valiantly conquer 

And a blest reward win, 
Then, take heart, a voice whispereth 

All the wilderness through ; 
From the hope of the G-ospel, 

" Let no man beguile you." 
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THEEE is an evil stalking forth abroad 

Like some foul demon or licentious lord, 

Degrading with its power — too often seen, — 

The prime of manhood and the modest mien 

Of youth and beauty ; and anon it creeps 

Eound sacred shrines of loving homes, and sweeps 

Away what there to kindred is most dear. 

'Fore its approach sweet innocence doth fear ; 

And many minds with noble thoughts imbued, 

Bright stars that gemmed the sphere in which they 

moved. 
These and others, whose names once written high 
On scrolls of fame, have fallen, but to sigh 
O'er blasted hopes. Thousands to ruin's brink 
Tliis evil hastes, whose name, alas ! is Drink. 
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OH ! SiWour, check mv wandering: thought?. 

That often strav from Thef : 
Fix thou my heart on things above. 

Be All in All to me. 

I fain would linger at thy Cross 

When tempests wildly blow, 
Or when, in calm of eventide, 

Come breezes soft and slow. 

In life's stem conflict be my Shield, 

My Hope when doubts arise. 
My Star when night doth intervene, 

My Sun in cloudless skies. 

In joy and sorrow, weal and woe. 

Be ever near to bless ; 
Be Thou my Light, my Theme, my Song, 

My only Righteousness , 



(Which occv/red in the night of the 11th of March, 1864, when 
above 200 lives were swept from time into eternity, by the 
hv/rsting of Bradford Beservoi/r ; the estimated force hevng 200 
tons per squa/re foot. Covered 78 acres, and is computed to 
have heM 144 millions c\ihic feet of watei\) 



A GLOOM hath spread 
Like a funeral pall 
Over mountain and forest and glen ; 

In the tears of a Nation that fall 
For those, alas ! ruthlessly laid 

Low in the valley of Don. 

Sad was the scene 

And heart-rending the grief, 
As it broke through the stillness of night, 

And the loud piercing wails for relief 
Uprose from the death surging stream 
Down in the Valley of Don. 
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Youth and old age 

The dread deluge swept o*er, 
And engulphed in a watery grave, 

For no mercy the fierce torrent bore. 
—Dire records on History's page 

Are these of the Valley of Don. 

E'en while we weep 

May our sympathies flow, 
Eor the homeless and heart-stricken ones, 
As in deep lamentations of woe, 
They mourn the departed that sleep 
Low in the Valley of Don. 

Peace be to them ; 

We will wreathe o*er their tombs 
Lowly garlands. Libreathing a hope 

That where blest immortality blooms, 
They will shine in a bright diadem 

High 'bove the Valley of Don. 
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To J. T. q: 



'TIS well, dear Friend, in meditative hours, to feel 
The kindlings of a holy fire, and thoughts that steal 
Athwart the soul, and bid us labour for the weal 

Of brother man. 

'Tis well to gather in one focus and survey 
Tlie paths we tread, and learn wise lessons they convey, 
And reverently to worship, and G-od's will obey 

In heart and life. 

'Tis well to cheer the aged with a Saviour's love. 

With gleams of hope and joy, blest treasures from 

above. 

While through the chequered scenes of life they daily 

move 

Nearer their home. 
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'Tis well to heed wise council hoary age bestows, 
Ere youth knows ought of blighted hopes or earthly 

woes, 
Ere footsteps falter 'mid besetting snares and foes 

Surrounding all. 

'Tis well, when shielded by the power of earnest prayer, 
Our spirits rise with holy strength, to do and dare 

Great things for Him, whose love we hope one day to 

share 

In realms of light. 
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'TIS well to linger o'er the past, and learn 

The wise experience life's history 

Doth teach. A history too sadly marred 

By treacherous arts, and withering blight of sin, 

That steal upon our youthful days, and leave 

On manhood's care-worn brow their furrowed lines, 

And round hoary age their darkening shadows flit, 

Till life oft fades away in clouds obscure, ' 



(( 



Bedeemvng the time, hecaiise the days are evil" — Epbes. 

V. 16. 



DTJTT'S path e'er lies before us, 

Telling us of work to do ; 
" In the world's broad field of battle," 

For each Christian heart and true. 

Foes are daily gathering round us. 
To impede us on our way ; 

But no quarter we must give them. 
If we'd win the well-fought day. 

Not as fools must we be slothful, 
Idly dreaming time away ; 

There are higher, nobler duties. 
O'er us should have holiest sway. 
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Time is precious, all demanding, 

From the passing sons of earth, 
Labour, talents, gifts and graces, 

Of inestimable worth. 

Eor the days are ever evil. 

Big with folly, sin and woe, 
And there's nought to stay their power 

But the G-ospel's genial flow. 

May the peaceful, onward current, 

Stream from out our daily life ; 
Calming every tide of sorrow, 

QuelJing every form of strife. 

This should be our Christian mission, 

'Mid the haunts of misery ; 
That our holy life and teaching 

May lead some to Calvary. 

For blest joys in heaven await us 
'Mong the ransomed gone before 

Where no wandering tribe of Adam, 
Linger on Heaven's fadeless shore. 
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I AM not far away 

From kindred, home and thee ; 

E'en though I were, each day, 

My heart, dear Brother, still would loving be. 
Oh ! I would gladly hear 
The whisperings of thy voice 
Breathe slowly, soft and clear, 

Words that can soothe me, and my soul rejoice. 

1 am not far away 

In spirit and in thought. 

For morn and eve I pray 
That thou may'st be blessed, and divinely taught 

The vanity of life. 

And all things mundane too, 

When mingled with the strife 
That dyes men's passions with a deathly hue. 
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I am uot far away 

Prom those that round thee dwell ; 

I love them, as when May 
Doth beautify the field, and lawn, and delJ ; 

To thee sweet flowers they are, 

Though they may bloom and fade. 

And wane as doth a star. 
Yet life and fragrance give in life's dark shade. 

I am not far away. 

But daily near thy side. 

In lowly song and lay, 
Like the deep murmurings of the swelling tide. 

So may they ever be. 

As music from the shore 

Where sweetest minstrelsy 
And sounds angelic swell for evermore. 



i 
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THE past, my Brother, hath for ever fled, 
Whatever have been thy failings or thy woes, 
Leave them in earnest prayer beside the Cross, 
Where all shall be forgiven. Look up and live 
Amidst thy daily toils unto thy Q-od. 
Let mom and eve find sweet incense arise 
From off thy heart in gratitude to Him 
Por mercies past. Forget not too thy need 
Of His immeasurable grace and strength 
To aid and bless thee in all future years. 
Oh ! let thy lowly cot be full of joy 
And bHss supreme; the sacred precinct where 
Affection true enchains each other's hearts 
Li kind embrace and links them unto heaven. 
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DAYS, weeks, and montlis, with warning voices tell 
That, like the tide, our years fast ebb away. 
All seasons in their turn do come and go, 
But in their passing some great truths they teach 
Mankind. How beautiful and fair is life! 
The yellow leaves of Autumn scattered wide 
O'er Nature's soil, with golden beauty tinged, 
Bemind us all, my Brother, of decay. 
Though brief the stay of earthly lovliness, 
How precious and delightful are the scenes 
Unfolded to our gaze ; an impress clear 
Of purposes all-wise and good they leave. 
May each departing year, dear Brother, bring 
Thee nearer Him whose life doth never fade. 



lirtfkg S^mnti. 



DEAE Brother, time flies rapidly with all. 
Each precious hour that passes speaks of Q-od, 
Whose goodness, mercy, aad forbearance show 
How patiently He bears with erring man. 
Through the eventful changes of the year 
Now gone, the ebb and flow of human life 
Hath never ceased, nor human want and woe. 
Death's arrows fly around, quick piercing through 
The busy or the quiet lives of men. 
Amidst the solemn scenes on which we gaze. 
What lessons we may gather for our good. 
Oh, learn them for thy soul's and others' sake, 
That future years may find thee nearer Him, 
Than the closing year of this thy Twenty-Ninth. 



%it Mtch of §mk 

" that men should put an enemy into thevr mov4ih8 to Bteal 
awoAf their hrams" — Shaksfeabb. 



O LIST ! my gentle hearers, to scenes I now unfold, 

Enacting o'er our native land, and foreign climes of 
gold; 

'Tis not of fairy splendours, eclipsing mortal eyes, 

Nor shades of sylvan beauties, nor where lofty Alpines 
rise. 

*Tis not beside the brooklet where grows the fragile 
reed. 

Nor 'mid bright fragrant flowers upon the dewy mead, 

'Tis not where nature's music breathes gently through 
the air. 

Nor where the feathered songsters carol their evening 
prayer. 

'Tis not where eloquence divine pours forth its lan- 
guage great. 

Nor 'mong the gathered nations that vie in grandeur's 
state; 
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'Tis not where moral light o'erspreads its beaming rays 

around, 
Nor where reverberates aloud the Q-ospers gladdening 

sound. 

Oh, could my soul e'er linger upon that theme sublime, 
And echo all its wonders, chant forth its lays Divine, 
Then scenes of holier import, our longing eyes would 

scan, 
Beholding, not depravity, but the dignity of man. 

But follow me, for duty hath bid me onward lead, 
To sights though sad and sickening, that evil natures 

feed; 
That haply ye may ponder in reason's thoughtful garb 
And seek at once their progress for ever to retard. 

There lived in a lowly dwelling a man in human form, 
Whose face beamed with intelligence, for years braved 

well life's storm. 
He laboured on in earnest, for those loved ones ^t 

home, 
Oft thinking of the future — of brighter days to come. 
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Around his homely circle were gathered youthful gems, 

Like stars set in the heaven, or glittering diadems ; 

A mother's joy they were and a father's manly pride, 

As there in merry childhood's glee they gamboll'd by 
their side. 

As months and years passed swiftly, there might be 
seen, within 

The precincts of this lowly cot, Drink's sad effects 
begin, 

O'erdarkening, as a vesture, mind, family and home, 

A blight upon their prospects ; alas ! that Drink 

should come. 

« 

One night it crossed the threshold, a sparkling rosy 

thing. 
An article more genuine ne'er flowed from ** Wasp and 

Sting ;" 

Its taste was most delicious, it warmed the system 
through, 

Who would so nice a beverage, refrain from drinking 
too? 

It entered first by little drops, then larger portions 

came, 
Until its dire effects displayed, 'twas but a woeful bane ; 
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For loving charms of " home, sweet home," had lost 
their influence firee, 

"With him who now became through drink — an ale- 
house debauchee. 

Wild revelry was his delight, where thousands nightly 

roam. 
Among besotted comrades, not worthy of a home ; 

Where wretchedness and misery, vice, shame, and woe 

join hand, 
Sad offsprings of depravity, in every drinking land. 

On, on he sped to ruin's brink, a slave to folly's whim, 

Until his home and character, had lost their goodly 

trim; 
Unwelcome poverty o'ercast its veil round loved ones 

there, — 
Deep sighs, and lamentations, dark pictures of despair. 

Say, what made such degradation within that wailful 

cot, 
A temple once so sacred, bright memory's hallowed 

spot. 
Where voices blended sweetly, serene as summer's 

night. 
And cherished hopes were blooming, as radiant as the 

light? 



THE EFFBCTS OF DSIVK. S7 

'TwM drink. Ok ! Inetlueii, 'tinw drink de^^ 

komerfUin^ 
That ceniie rflife*8 oomfortB and eartUj ki^piness ; 

'Twaa drink that scattered discord, and laid its victims 

low, 
J^nd which has proved to million% a fiend and deadfy 

foe. 

It ream its temples to allure joath, manhood, and 

old age. 
Bestrews sad desolation, makes evil passions rage, 

DefSu^es Ghxl's ^ar image, leads on to gory crimes. 

Each daj revealing horrors, — stains in these modem 
times. 

It robs oar fairest sisters of virtae*s priceless gem. 
Degrades oar brother's hononr, unfolds its deeds of 

shame; 
Spreads infSiunj and woe, around Gh-eat Britain's 

shores, 
nings wide the haunts of evil, where foul pollution 

pours. 

Oh ! Christian men of England, why countenance this 

The siren that ha8 thousands wreck'd upon ruin's 
brink; 
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Ye preach a self-denial, yet practise the reverse ; 

Arise, and stem the torrent tide, the drunkard's 
maddening curse ! 

Uplift a noble banner, o*erwave it far and wide, 

Emblazoned with the motto "Pair Temperance is our 
guide ;" 

Led on by pure Eeligion, your hope, your shield, 
your faith, 

Gk), conquer by the help of Q-od, or die the martyr's 
death ! 

Oh let bright inspiration, o'er ye have heaven-bom 
sway. 

And onward nobly labour, to usher in the day 

When reason and inteUigence, sobriely and peace. 

Shall gladden hpmes of England, — Christianity in- 
crease. 

Then shall the cause of Temperance attune its lays 

divine, 
'Mid dwellings of the lowly, and in gilded mansions 

fine, 
Where all that makes life genial, shall own its 

kindred seat. 

And echp songs n^elodious^ like Angel's voices sweet. 



S flea. 



PEOM worldly folly, sin and shame, 

Turn ye aside. 

Lest their unhallowed elements 

In ye abide, 

And blight the beauty of your youth 

While yet 'tis day, 

Or manhood's prime and hoary age 

Haste to decay. 

Be slaves no more to carnal things, 

So fall of death. 

For ye are hastening to the grave. 

The Preacher saith ; 

Heed not the baser things of earth. 

Nor court its strife 

Benounce the world, serve God, and live 

A higher life. 

i 
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In humble faith, yield heart and soul 

To Christ the Lord ; 

Accept the truth revealed within 

His sacred word. 

Then 'mid the darkening gloom around 

His light will shine, 

And lead ye in the brighter paths 

Of grace divine. 

As lovers of your earthly home 

And kindred dear, 

So cherish in your heart God's word, 

With holy fear ; 

Its teachings, with a willing mind, 

Q-ladly obey ; 

They will not leave ye comfortless, 

Nor lead astray. 

Christ took on Him the form of man 

For purpose wise ; 
That where earth's moral night prevailed. 

Light should arise. 
All honest labour He hath bless'd 

For human good, 
And for our souls' salvation, shed 

His precious blood. 
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Oh, ginners ! laden with your guilt, 

To Jesus come ; 

He calls the wanderer to return. 

No more to roam, 

His life, so freely offered, was 

A ransom given, 

To save the world, and raise the soul 

To bliss and heaven. 



Of E, M,, who depaHed this Ufe Ma/y 18, 1862, m her ISth yea/r, 

"HER END WAS PEACE." 



The follo^ng lines were composed at the request of her 
much esteemed feUow-work people : — 

ADIEU ! departed spirit ; thy kindred sisters mourn 

The loss of one so youthful, from earthly friendships 
torn. 

Hopes bright had gathered round them, that thou on 
earth woiQd'st stay. 

Awhile with them to mingle, as years passed swift 
away. 
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But like the blooming flower, that decks the moixntain 

sides, 
To-day so fair and lovely, to-morrow ne'er abides ; 
So thou in life's spring morning, cut down to bloom 

no more 
On earthly soil, nor linger upon its fading shore. 

'Twas even so, beloved one, thy Father called thee 

home, 
From scenes of earthly pleasure, where nightly mor- 

tals roam ; 
From gay and 'luring pathways, o'er-crowding youth's 

bright age ; 
From sorrow's mournful aspect, and strifes that round 
us wage. 

Tes ! He has winged thy spirit afar from scenes like 

these. 
Where sin, though dark beguiling, stains not that 

piu'cr breeze ; 
Where all thy lofty powers in concert sweetly join 
The ransomed song of angels, melodious and divine, 
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Where holy truth and freedom o'er yon celestial plain, 
Enfold within their embrace a fair and spotless train 
Of Prophets and of Martyrs, who walk with graceful 

mien, 
The shining streets of glory, all beauteous I ween. 

Unfolding 'mid the brightness of heaven's eternal 

noon. 
Intelligence ennobling blest angels doth commune ; 
O'er sunny realms diffusing the granduer of its bliss, 
Oh ! such, fair one, is freedom, beyond a world like 

this! 

No care shall vex thy spirit amidst bright Eden's 

bowers, 
Nor cruel death shall wither its ever living flowers ; 
No cries of wailing sorrow, nor shades of dark despair, 
Nor sounds of strife and discord, disturb thy soul so 

fair. 

Sing on, thou joyful seraph, 'tis thine to mingle praise 
Far sweeter than kings earthly or potentates can 
raise; 
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Where music ever vocal, and thrilling harmony, 
Boll on through endless ages, the strains of victory. 

We fain would gather round thee, to blend our voices 

there, 
'Mid the thronging multitude, and Paradise to share, 
For peace unveils her sceptre o*er spirits freed from 

earth, 

Whose titles claim a mansion and name of higher 
worth. 

To reach a state so blessed, so noble, and so free, 
'Tis ours awhile to linger beside sweet Calvary, 

That there our faith may brighten, and guilt be all 
removed. 

Our end, like thine, be joyful, and peace in the 
Beloved. 



S ^olttt 0f totitttk 



To A, C, for his generous gift Jwm 16, 1867. 



Djbab Honoubed Sib, 

In strong and ardent natures 
A power inherent, and full oft impulsive, 
Dwelleth ; which some auspicious season wakes 
To generous deeds or language eloquent. 
*Tis the sweet music of a noble soul : — 
Of holiest feelings, and emotions stirred 
To the blest harmony of grateful song. 
Like the grand flowing and harmonious swell 
Of many voices through cathedrals old, 
So human gratitude, and love arise 
From off the heart in thoughts and sympathies. 
Or nobler deeds expressed. How blest it is 
'Tween man and man to gladden each the other, 
In life's stem conflict, and the din of strife, 
And all along their path, so oft made dark 
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By storm and tempest, and the shivering winds 

Of sad misfortune, to impart those truths 

Whose spirit might perchance breathe a blest calm. 

And when the shades of evening gathered round 

The remnant of their days ; a living faith 

Would picture scenes, and holy memories, 

Of bygone years, of noble aims, and thoughts 

Made manifest in nobler, Christ-like deeds. 

The source from whence all holy promptings came. 

Each soul, rightly attuned to things divine. 

Would centre in the G-iver of all good. 

In this soul -strain of meditative thought, 

I humbly dedicate these lowly lines 

To thee, in due remembrance of thy gift. 

E'er conscious of thy blest endeavom*. 

All honest labour to appreciate. 

Oh ; be it ours 
Unitedly to labour in each sphere 
Of sacred duty, with hearts beating high 
Eor the achievement of great purposes. 
Which He would bless to ours and others* good. 
May earthly blessings, and all virtues crown 
The hallowed precincts of thy home. May peace, 
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And pleasures flow like a pure gentle stream 

Through all thy days. May joys divine e'er bless 

Thy inner man and outward life adorn, 

And living treasures round thee gathering, 

Be lights that shall illumine everywhere. 

Should hoary locks, and venerable age 

E'er grace thy manly form, oh ! then may Faith, 

And Hope thy spirit bear across the bridge, 

To the fair shore by God's own smile made blest. 



In conmwmoraUon of the HoUdoAf given hy Mr. E. MASON, Shoe 
Mamifactv/rer, Leicester, to Ms Employes, Jime 25, 1869. 



j.iy, — "National Anthem." 

COME, let our voices raise 
A song of grateful praise 

For this glad day. 
To our Employer, we. 
For this festivity, 
Give thanks most heartily, 

This social day. 
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May all our gatherings tend 
Nobly each soul to blend 

In unity. 
For harmony and peace 
Should never with us cease, 
But in our ranks increase 

True loyalty. 

Be ours to form a part, 
"With willing manly heart, 

In one great chain ; 
The chain of brotherhood. 
That strengthens human good. 
And bids all earthly feud, 

No more to reign. 

Let pleasure's genial sway. 
Guided by Wisdom's ray, 

Awhile be ours ; 
Then through life's labour they 
Will cheer our onward way, 
And strew our path each day 

With sweetest flowers. 




op §a. 



CHEISTIAN, hope on, 
'Mid Btorms that wildly beat around thro' life, 

And cares that steal, 

In woe and weal, 
Itound thee ; nor wish, tho' often tired of strife, 

Thy labour done. 

Beguiling sin, 
Oft clothed in mantles beautiful and fair, 

Will mar thy bliss 

And happiness. 
But on Jesus lean. He will ever bear 

Thee unto Him. 

Oh, then, let love. 
And hope, and faith, and joy inspire thy soul ; 

Pure let them be, 

Noble and free ; 
And when life's conflicts cease, thou'lt rest where roll 

Pleasures above, 



60 A TRIO. 

Thou wilt be free, 
In yonder land, where angels ever dwell, 

From human woes, 

And earthly foes, 
Hope on, then, there are purer joys that tell 

Of Liberty. 



^ %xi0. 



Dedicated to Three Bisters, 



ANNIE. 

THEEE'S music, Annie, in the stream, 

So full, so free and grand. 
As on it flows unceasingly 

Through many a sunny land. 

There's music in the shady woods, 

'Midst waving of the trees ; 
In eaj'ly spring and autumn's prime, 

In every passing breeze. 
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There's music borne upon the air, 
At early dawn of day, 

Which birds— sweet songsters of the mom- 
Salute with happy lay. 

There's music ever in our toil, 

To gladden one's stem life ; 
In each true link of brotherhood. 

That lessens human strife. 

toiere's saving music from the Cross, 

E'er whispering to our hearts, 
The accents of a Saviour's love, 

"Which joy and peace imparts. 

There's music, Annie, everywhere ; 

All's vocal with God's praise ; 
Then listen to its melody. 

Throughout thy livelong days. 

SUSAN. 

There's love, Susan, in married life, 

When blessed and sanctified. 
In lowly cot or mansion fine, 

Where hearts in truth abide. 
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Thoro'B love in childhood's innocence, 
And where obedience dwells ; 

'Midst youthful mirth and gambols free, 
When chime the evening bells. 

There's love in friends, when they are true, 

In poverty and wealth ; 
Through all the chequered scenes of life. 

In sickness and in health. 

There's love in venerable age. 
When sight and memory fail ; 

When footsteps falter 'mid the years 
That long have stood life's gale. 

There's love, Susan, in heaven too. 

Unfading as its years ; 
Which earthly life, childhood, nor friends, 

Nor age shall dim with tears. 

JANE. 

There's beauty in the flowers, Jane, 

In all their varied hues ; 
So charming, fair, and lovely too, 

They wake the Poet's muse, 
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There's beauty in the fields, when robed 

In nature's richest green ; 
Where lads and lasses daises pluck, 

And buttercups I ween. 

There's beauty in the city, oft 

'Midst busy marts of trade ; 
And the loud din of honest toil, 

'Mong men of every grade. 

There's beauty in the Gospel, Jane, 

Which far transcends the whole ; 
It blesses and it sanctifies. 

And saves th' immortal soul. 



'*S^tth % S^rir. 
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YE young and old, ye weak and strong, 
As swift through life ye're borne along. 
Give now your heart and soul to God, 
Before ye're laid beneath the sod. 
Ye have nor peace nor comfort here, 
'Midst strife and woe, and doubt and fear : 
riee to the Christian's Hope and Word, 
And be it yours to " Serve the Lord." 

Though ye have wandered from the way 
That leadeth to the realms of day ; 
'Tis not too late for you to give 
Your all to Christ, that ye may live ; 
Live in that holy peaceful clime. 
Free from the ravages of time ; 
Where Jesus ever is adored, 
Then be it yours to " Serve the Lord," 



S^mntt, 



To J, T. 0. 



PMEND, forget her not ; she wisely tended thee 
In infancy and youth. Her life hath borne 
The heat of conflict in the world's great strife, 
For those whom she held dear unto her soul. 
When morning dawns upon her hoary head, 
And evening shades steal o'er her aged form, 
'Tis then, in humble faith, beside the Cross, 
Her soul in fervent prayer doth plead for thee. 
Her race is well-nigh run. E'en now, when care's 
Deep furrowed lines upon her brow we trace. 
And faltering seem her steps as age declines. 
Dear friend, forget her not. So let thy heart 
That sacred name in deepest reverence bear. 
The loving name of Mother, 



\xml mla WmpmntL 



Their Future Destwy, 



THEN the foul demon, Drink, 
No impure air shall breathe around, to blight, 
Or wither and destroy youth's innocence ; 
Nor e'en shall blast the precious lives of men, 
In self-destruction ; nor in frightful shape, 
And ghastly hue of visage, shall lay bare 
Blest hoary age. No hastening to the grave, 
With untold grief; nor squalid homes, where breed 
Foul misery and shame, disease and death. 
Shall then be found. No midnight revelries. 
Where feeds corruption on the seeds of vice. 
Nor reason from her high throne tottering 
Over the swimming bowl, shall then be seen. 
No bacchanalian songs, nor obscene jests. 
The air pollute with imprecations vile. 
No shoeless feet, nor houseless wanderers. 
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By night or day, prowl through the busy streets 

Or lurk in quiet lanes of villages. 

Nor shall fair forms of beauty and of grace 

Become attenuated through dire want, 

Nor little ones become as blighted buds 

On God's fair earth. No more shall severed ties 

Of friendship, nor the sacred links that bind 
True hearts in holy bonds of tenderest love, 

Be riven. No more, through the foul demon. Drink, 

Shall names, in high esteem and worth once held. 

Become dishonoured or unblest ; nor faith 
In holy things of God stand wavering. 

No more shall Christian love and high resolves 

From works of philanthropic duty swerve ; 

Nor the imperishable theme of Him, 

In Gospel light and truth made manifest. 

Be less unfolded by His ministers. 

No more shall " funeral marches to the grave," 

That bear the wrecks of hiunan forms through Drink, 

Be then, as now, life's daily scene and woe. 

Over the world, 
Thank God, a change shall come, peaceful and pure, 

With the advancing tide of light and truth, 
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When history shall fail to tell the joy, 
Or count the gathering of heroic hearts 
Around the standard of fair Temperance ; 
When men shall mount the upward path of Life 
Divine, with safer tread and firmer faith ; 
When homes more resonant with prayer shall be, 

And gratitude more deep from nations rise 
To Him, the source of every perfect good ; 

When the blest links of sacred brotherhood 

Shall the vast multitude of souls enchain. 

Then unity and peace in powers that be. 
Combined with righteous laws for all mankind, 

Shall follow in their train. A retinue 

Of glorious stars shall stud the firmament 
Of that bright moral and religious world. 

Oh ! then shall dawn 
The bright miUenium ; the morning star 
Of liberty, so long from earnest souls. 
That yearn for higher good and blessedness. 
Held in abeyance. Then with loud acclaim. 
As from the swell of many waters, rise 

From myriad voices the unending song, 
" The world is free." 



€amt $fbm^. 



COME, my brothers, come away, 
Beauties fairer than to-day, 
Far more lovely, far more grand, 
Wait ye in a better land. 

There they glisten, jewels fair. 
Brighter than the diamond's glare ; 
Nought shall dim their lustrous beams, 
Shining o'er angelic scenes. 

Here each morrow brings anew 
Strife and sorrow's mournful view, 
Q-athering in the busy throng. 
Making life one bitter song. 

Plaintive are the wails of woe, 
Mingled cries of friend and foe ; 
In the battle of to-day 
Hope leads on ; then come away. 



60 A MEMENTO. 

Hope will make the morrow bright, 
And will bathe it in her light ; 
'Twill awake upon the view 
Of the noble and the true. 

Gather in the sacred throng, 
Join their sweet triumphant song, 
As they hasten to the day 
That shall never pass away. 



% Mtmnk 



Of a beloved Relative, wlw passed awmj May dth, 1862, in 

her 77th Year, 

"SHE RESTS FROM HER LABOURS.*' 



OH ! loved one, thou hast left us, thy spirit's fled away 
To mingle with the ransomed in realms of endless day. 
For thee blest angels waited to welcome thee with joy, 
To share with them for ever sweet peace without alloy. 
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Serene was thy transition from earth to heaven's 
abode, 

And joyous was the greeting before thy Father, God. 

Thy spirit reigns unfettered from earthly care and 
woe, 

Away from strife and turmoil, thou'rt free from every 
foe. 

No clouds shall darken o'er thee, where thou art gone 
to dwell ; 

No sigh nor sorrow ever their mournful wailings tell ; 

No sounds of pain or anguish shall grate upon thine 
ear; 

No suffering forms beside thee ; no shrouding thee 
with fear. 

Far holier scenes encompass thy gladsome spirit free. 
Unfolding glorious beauties throughout eternity. 
Strains of melodious music breathe gently to thy soul 
A holy swell and rapturous, as ceaseless ages roll. 

Thou hast triumphant risen from the dark tomb of 
earth, 

To bask in yonder sunshine, where joys have holier 
birth ; 



i 
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To wear the crown of victory upon tliy stainless brow ; 
To drink Life's flowing waters ; 0, thou art happy 
now! 

In rest so pure and peaceful, apart from slavish toil, 

Engaged in holy service upon a freer soil ; 

Where thou can'st sing of freedom, and tread heaven's 

beauteous plains, 
And chant in hymns so sweetly, " The Lord for ever 

reigns." 

We'll follow thee, that glory may dawn on our future 

day, 
TJndimmed by shadows earthly, or held in carnal 

sway. 
Till then, adieu, fair spirit, the Promised Land is 

thine, 
Where sunny bowers of Eden yield fruit to all divine. 



%o 3 S^hkx. 



OH ! Sister love, though distance leaves 

A space between us here, 
It ne'er can sever from our hearts 

One Spirit ever near. 
Its holy whispering cahns our fears, 

Assuages too the pain 
That racks our frail mortality, 

Gives life and health again. 

Oh ! Sister love, there's One that knows 

Our frailties and our sin. 
Who chastens and refines the soul 

And speaketh peace within. 
Then cast thy care on Him my love, 

He will not say thee, nay ; 
His grace and mercy will preserve 

Thee on life's stormy way. 



S^ffMtif 



In Memory of the late R,. Cohden, Esq,, M,P, for BocTidalen 



AS one by one the leaves in Autumn fade, 
Depart the good and great of every land. 
Again, as from a fountain, tears do flow 
Eor one beloved unto his latest hour. 
His high unsullied worth a nation holds 
In blest remembrance. 'Twas a noble life, 
Of purpose great, and abnegated self; 
E'en such that kindred minds will venerate. 
The linking of mankind in closer bonds 
Of brotherhood was his blest aim. Por this 
He hath not lived for nought, since other lands 
Bear record of his name, with unfeigned joy. 
His generous aoul yearned for the people's good, 
And now, with solemn dirge, his loss doth England 
mourn. 



SkttEa 



On the decease of Thomas Emery , who depoHed this Ufe August 

14, 1868. 



AND he whom we esteemed so well has gone! 
How shall his place be filled, or his high work, 
So nobly done for kindred, country, God. 
How his immortal principles unfold ? 
Or social problems solve, to bless mankind ? 
"With resignation calm, and faith unmoved, 
"We leave to Him who ever knoweth best. 

Our worthy friend. 
Though taken from our midst in manhood's prime. 
Has left a well-earned name deeply inscribed 
Upon our hearts. There may his memory live 
As sacred as the most exalted mind. 
Or brilliant genius that gems awhile 
The moral firmament. 



66 STANZA. 

Our homely citizen 
Prom lowly ranks and honourable toil 
Arose, to consecrate his higher powers 
Of mental labour for the public good. 
True freedom, and an equal share of rights 
Political, for men he boldly claimed. 

r 

All human wrong and tyranny and fraud, 
No matter whence the source, he well rebuked. 
He lived to see, what was his ardent wish 
And soul's desire, foul slavery removed. 
He was the counsellor and welcome friend 
Of other minds more gifted and high learned. 
In earlier days those Christian verities 
That circle round the Cross for every man. 
To him seemed dark, and ofttimes intricate ; 

But time and riper years gave mellowness 
Unto his soul, and wise experience. 
Anon deep yearnings from his spirit rose 
For higher themes, that elevate the life 
Of men, and lift them up to Nature's God. 
And now from arduous toil he calmly rests, 

"Where strife and turmoil, and earth's conflicts cease, 
And life in one pure gentle stream doth flow. 



^ MMt 



To Mr. Thomas Jarrattt on his lecLVvng Leicester for Scotland, 

January, 1868. 



DEAE Fbieio), 

This lowly tribute now accept, 
As the sincere expression of esteem 
We cherish for thy worth and noble aims. 
In thine endeavours to achieve great good 
Por all mankind, Q-od speed thee on thy way. 
His light illumine thee where'er thou art, 
And crown thy labours with a rich reward. 
May Truth and Temperance be the high themes 
On which thy soul in faithfulness shall dwell. 
We bid thee now adieu, but not for aye : 
We live in blessed hope of meeting thee. 
And thine, now gone, where all high purposes 
And principles a wider sphere shall range, 
Undimmed by earthly stains or human woes. 



Delivered before a Band of Hope Qathering at Leicester, 

December, 1865. 



WE welcome you, Friends, old and yonng, this Sea- 
son of the year, 

With merry heart and joyful glee, with Christmas 
words of cheer, 

While gathered round the mistletoe and holly, ever 
green, 

'Neath which true love and kisses meet, so joyfully 
I ween. 

The social circle, bright with hope and holy joys from 

heaven, 
With pleasant scenes and blest delights, all bountifully 

given, 

Bespeak of dwellings, rich and poor, with treasures 

so divine, 
Round lowly hearths, each passing year, a Merry 

Christmas shrine. 



A CHRISTMAS WELCOME. 69 

Wo welcome you, this festive night, this loving 
friendly time, 

And hope all hearts can well respond unto the glad- 
some chime ; 

That each may add unto the power of Temperance 
and peace. 

Which strengthens all God-like desires for Drunken- 
ness to cease. 

That all may help to promulgate what Bards and 
Prophets sung. 

In generations long ago, by heaven's inspired tongue, 

Of Him, "the bright and morning star," the true 
Messiah's birth, 

The dawn of Hope and Liberty for the enslaved of 
earth. 

We welcome you most heartily, but not on Despot's 

soil, 
But here, on Freedom's hallowed ground, the land for 

honest toil ; 

Where ne'er oppression shall have sway, nor centre 

Popish rule. 
Not Britain's noble sons submit to its immoral school. 



70 A CHRISTMAS WELCOME. 

Eor Truth liatli twined Iter lovely wreath around 

heroic men, 
Her wondrous story hath proclaimed o'er mountain, 

sea, and glen. 
That we may freely worship Q-od in spirit all divine, 
And incense offer purer far than any Eomish shrine. 

We welcome you, ye followers and friends of Tem- 
perance, 

"Whose lives shew forth its principles, and well the 
Cause enhance ; 

A Cause designed to elevate, and lead our wayward 
youth 

From out the dangerous path of Drink into the way 
of Truth ; 

To lead them far from scenes of vice, from wretched- 
ness and woe, 

Prom drunkenness and revelry, from every baneful 
foe; 

To guard their innocence and bloom from infamy and 
shame. 

And on their virtuous hearts impress the blessed 
Saviour's name. 



A CHRISTMAS WELCOME. 71 

We welcome you, and fain would ask your sympathy 

and aid, 
To stem the tide iniquity — alas ! Strong Drink — ^has 

made; 
To banish scenes of misery which long have filled our 

land. 
And rescue rising myriads as from a burning brand. 
Oh, come ! our Cause has well-nigh waged on every 

foreign shore 

A vast and glorious conflict ; brave hearts have fought 

of yore 
Against foul drunkenness and sin, o'erspreading God's 

fair earth, 

On which sad crimes and treachery are daily springing 
forth. 

We welcome you, by kindred ties, endearing to our 

hearts, 
Those sacred links of brotherhood a Saviour's love 

imparts, 
By Christian verities that dawned some centuries ago. 
Foretelling " Peace, good-will to men," that through 

all lands should flow. 



72 MY PRINCESS. 

God speed the day when Q-ospel-light all nations 

shall prevail, 
When Temperance too shall dawn oyer mountain^ 

hill, and dale ; 
"When future ages shall roll in a never-ending sphere, 
Bring unto each a Merry Christmas, and a glad New 

Tear. 



Written for 




DEAE NelJy, thou art my Princess, 
Let who will to the contrary say ; 

Earth's royalty cannot more bless 
Each the other, than we, through thei day. 

Dear Nelly, thou art my Princess, 
Through the journey of life, long or short ; 

In poverty, wealth, or sickness. 
And through good and through evil report. 



THE DBINKING SONGS OF ENGLAND. ^3 

Dear Nelly, thou art my Princess, 

Quite as fair and as loyely to me 
As lovliest Queen or Duchess, 

Howe'er lowly our lot it may be. 

Dear Nelly, thou art my Princess ; 

For as hills and yalleys echo. 
Our hearts a sweet music, no less 

Breathe loving strains, softly and slow. 



^t irmMwjj S^mp of ^n^lmk 



OH ! the Drinking Songs of England, 

Ever potent is their strain. 
As they speak of homes deserted, 

And of youth and beauty slain ; 
And they breathe an air immoral, 

And of hellish laughter too ; 
Tor they tell the sad, sad story, 

"What for Britain Drink can do. 



74 THE DRINKING SONGS OFTENGLAND. 
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Oh ! the Drinking Songs of England ; 

"What but tidings can they be 
Of vast crimes and desolation, 

In the "World's great History ; 
What but tales of manhood fallen, 

'Mid the depths of deepest woe. 
And of noble minds degraded, 

And of earth's great ones brought low. 

Oh ! the Drinking Songs of England, 

How unholy is their sound ; 
"Would to heaven no voice could utter 

Their unhallowed strains around. 
But a better time is dawning, 

And we hope to hail the day ; 
With a sweeter music vocal. 

Truth and Temperance then shall sway. 

Then, hope on, ye Temperance worthies ; 

Be your talents nobly spent 
For the good of man, and glory 

Of the Great Omnipotent. 



AN APPEAL. 76 



Labour on, though foes surround you ; 

Tour work is a work of love, 
And blest spirits wait your coming 

To the land of rest above. 



I^tt %paL 



To the LeicestereMre Baptist Lwy Preacher^ Uwion. 
Established April 27, 1868. 



OH ! Brethren awake to your duty ; 

Much darkness prevails in the land, 
Ofb hiding the bloom and true beauty 

Of many a Q-od-fearing band. 

For freedom of soul and of worship 
With a good heart and will let us fight ; 

All error, and wrong, and injustice. 
Will, one day, be put to the flight. 

Let us hold forth the Gospel around, 
To slaves, the oppressed, and the free ; 

Its music with clear loving voices. 
In cottage, through village, o'er sea. 



76 WORK ON. 

Eor a light shineth on our pathway, 
As oft in the temple and lane, 

We tell unto all of a Saviour 
Who once for the guilty was slain. 



Woxl §n. 



Affectionately dedicated to Sabhath School Teachers. 



WOEK on, dear Teachers, for the souls 

Committed to your care ; 
Work on, work on, time onward roUs 

To climes for ever fair. 

Work on, and earnest be, to win 
Their souls to Christ the Way ; 

He came to free them all from sin, 
That they might live for aye. 



WOBK ON. 11 

Work on, and instrumental be 

Those little ones to save, 
That they may have true liberty 

Beyond, beyond the grave. 

« 

Work on, 'twill be your rich reward 

To hear a holy band 
Swell forth in one harmonious chord 

The praise of glory-land. 

Then, Teachers, ever to your call 
Be faithful and be true ; 
Much work, good work, God's work for all 
Of us there is to do. 



1 
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lyings suggested on hewimg a Skyla/rk between Cropston and 

Ansty, Jwae 27, 1869. 



COME to me, Skylark, 

And sing me a song ; 
Summer is passing, 

And will not stay long ; 
Thy voice is sweetest 

When Seasons adorn 
HlQ tops and vaUeys 

"With the green waving com. 

Come to me. Skylark, 

Thy notes I love well ; 
Sweetly thou warblest 

O'er mountain and dell, — 
PraiBe and thanksgiviBg 

To Him who made all 
On the earth dwelling, 

Both great and the small. 



TO A SKYLARK. 79 

Come to me, Skylark, 

And sing me a song, 
Wliile the soft zephyr 

Moves gently along ; 
And while I linger 

'Neath yon shady tree 
My soul shall listen 

To music from thee. 

Come to me, Skylark, 

So near to the sky. 
Singing so lively 

To Him up on high ; 
High and yet higher, 

Thou mount' st up apace. 
On thy wings rising. 

In regions of space. 

Come to me, Skylark, 

And sing me a song, 
For thy notes bear me 

In spirit along. 



80 TO A SKYLARK. 

Where there is music, 
Eich, holy, mi free, 

Plowing on ever 

As waves of the sea. 

Come to me. Skylark, 

Por sweet is thy strain ; 
Sabbath eve closes 

Past o'er me again ; 
This spot, so sacred, 

Prom henceforth will be 
Unto me vocal 

"With thy melody. 

Come then, sweet Skylark, 

And sing me a song. 
Ere my soul mingleth 

With life's busy throng ; 
Though I am calling, 

Thou'rt lost to my view, 
So I will bid thee 

An evening adieu. 



iirtjkg Sittjes, 



Nwember 16, 1869. 



HOW the years go fleeting by, 

AlmoBt with lightning speed ; 
In their passing we may try 

Erom all wise lessons read : 
They tell us we are earthly, 

All hastening to decay ; 
Souls that are pure and heavenly 

Live on and on for aye. 

How the years go fleeting by, 

Alike to young and old. 
Who beneath the sod shall lie 

Where is no treasured gold. 
Do they not whisper, Brother, 

To thee a solemn strain, 
That thou wilt meet Another 

Beyond life's stormy main ? 



82 BIETHDAY LINES. . 

How the years go fleeting by, 

For rich nor poor they stay ; 
Ever telling we must die, 

And pass from earth away. 
Soon thy conflicts will be o'er 

With sorrow, sin, and woe ; 
Jesus all thy sufferings bore 

That thou His love might know. 

How the years go fleeting by, 

JS'en faded leaves do tell ; 
And the trees they seem to sigh 

A passing funeral knell. 
Past years are for ever gone. 

And sterner times have sway ; 
Thou art — only think alone — 

Tears Thirty old to day. 



H'if.~ <W 1 ft 




n mmaxtm 



Of A. P., who dded December 14, 1861, aged 29 Tears. -iZso, of 
Tier Babe, which swrvived but 9 doAfS, They were hjf/ried m the 
Churchyard of their native village, Blaby, Leicestershdre, 

The following lines were conyposed at the request of the 
Eu>sha/nd of the Deceased, 



**Yt^ ALL DO FADE AS A LEAF.' 



if 



SO nature yields full oft in early youth 
And manhood's prime unto the power of death. 
Then separates the soul from sacred ties, 
Prom blest associations, and from all 
"We deem, upon the earth, as good and great. 
The subject of these lowly lines was wont 
The future to anticipate. Her years 
Unfold the bloom of queenly womanhood 
To which she had attained ; the period 
When love, rapt in extatic joy, outpoured 
Sublimest eloquence. 'Twas even so 



84 IN MEMOBIAM. 

That she, of whom we speak, was wooed and won, 

In the blest sunshine of her days, by one 

Whose heart beat tremulously with her own. 

Of wedded life twelve months or more had fled, 

In which one lovely star shone forth awhile 

As the bright pledge and token of their love. 

Pew were the days allotted the fair babe, 

For slender was the thread fair nature held 

"With those whose loss we mourn. But they are gone ; 

The one so soon to wither in the bud. 

The other in the summer mom of life 

To droop and die. Oh ! then a shadow came, 

O'erdarkening with its gloom our blest abode. 

Eor this we had not looked, nor even thought. 

But rather with the mental eye beheld 

A future scene of humble life and love. 

Thy ways, Providence, to finite minds. 

Are and ever will remain inscrutable. 

But they rest 
Beside each other, 'neath the grassy turf. 

In that same village which records their birth. 

And she, the mother, was the last of all — 



IN MEMOBIAM. 85 

Not least — of a long line of sisters dear, — 
Since by the inner life of faith she lived 
"Upon the Son of God. Her's was the hope 
That maketh not ashamed in peril's hour, 
Nor fears to pass through the dark vale of death. 
To him whom she so loved on earth she leaves 

> 

A name and worth as sweet remembrances. 

Too deep for human thought or utterance ; 

Which he, through bitter anguish and despair, 

"Well-nigh forgot. Perchance unto aU hope 

He had been lost, but for their music sweet 

TJnto his soul, breathing tranquility. 

The pressure of aflMction sore, awhile 

Left her unconscious. Nor did she even know 

That kind and loving hearts were near to soothe 

And minister unto her. But ere life 

Had passed, sweet consciousness returned, to grace 

And radiate her dying hour with Hope 

And iFaith in a Bedeemer crucified. 

O happy spirit ! thine it was to leave 

The pleasures and the fading things of earth 

For the sweet bloom and joys of Paradise, 



86 IN MEMO&IAM. 

The fair inheritance of the redeemed, 
The land of peace, of beauty and delight ; 
Where the soul harmony of music swells 
In one grand strain of everiasting song ; 
Where living waters flow, and flowers bloom 
On heavenly soil, transcending all that fills 
Or beautifies our lower worid. 

Thou exalted one. 
The day of thy departure doth recall 
A like event of grief and sudden gloom, 
Felt through a Nation's sympathy and tears, 
For one of royal birth was called away 
To number with the dead. GPhere to repose 
Awhile from the loud din of worldly strife. 
And from all courtly pomp and gUttering show ; 
Next to the Nation's throne he sat, sumamed 
" Albert the Good." 

Hence all depart, 
The rich and poor, the lowly and the great. 
And at the bar of final judgment meet 
As one. There prince and people rank alike. 
Till the eternal righteousness of God 



IN MEMOBIAM. 
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Be seen by the immortal multitude. 
Adieu, thou ransomed one of heaven, adieu. 
Till we shall gather round the blessed throne 
" Of Him that filleth aU in all." 
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